86   THE   SOUL   OF   AN   IMMIGRANT
the tighter was the circle of restriction drawn about me. Did I stay away from school to play by the beach, punishment was sure to follow at home, and to this was invariably added the punishment by my teachers. Of one I have a gruesome memory, because of the special forms of torture which he used. I remember that once he made me kneel on the desk platform for an hour or more with my hands under my knees. Another time he pinched my flesh between his fingers and twisting it, held it until I was exhausted and faint with pain. On still another occasion he locked me in a large room and left me there all night. All this because in each case I had been absent from school the day before.
But what of it? Was not an irresistible power driving my life, and could I be responsible for the direction in which it was leading me? It was the call, the call of the sea; the heaving, mighty sea, it was calling me.
At every opportunity I followed it. I clearly remember the first time I heard the call of a siren whistle. I must have been about ten years of age. One morning, long before rising time, I heard from the direction of the harbor an ugly noise. When the time came for me to start to school, my little 1                       feet led me in another direction. I went to the
mole to see with my own eyes what kind of a monster was this which poured forth such frightful shrieks. Time passed and I forgot all about school; I loitered near the English coal freighter in the hope of
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